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holds  my  heart,  Why,  ah!  why  from  you  did  I  e’er  part. 
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When  you,  who  are  the  Sweethearts  of  other  lands,  hear  this 
beautifijl  melody,  which  tells  of  the  love  of  lads  and  maids  in  my 
own  native  land,  will  you  not  make  just  a  little  room  in  your  hearts 
for  me?  lam  almost  the  only  Armenian  Maid  left  alive  of  ail  those 
who  used  to  live  and  love  and  play  in  my  Armenia.  1  had  a  sweet¬ 
heart,  too,  who  used  to  sing  to  me  just  such  pretty  songs  as  this.  And- 
1  used  to  watch  for  him  to  come  into  my  father’s  garden  every  night 
when  the  moon  came  up,  and  1  used  to  make  sweet  plans  for  the 
time  when  we  could  walk  together  in  a  garden  all  our  own.  But 
the  Sultan  sent  his  soldiers  through  Armenia  to  take  away  all  the 
pretty  Armenian  Maids,  that  they  might  be  sold  into  the  harems  of 
the  Turks.  They  took  me  too,  and  killed  my  sweetheart  just  as 
they  killed  the  sweethearts  of  all  the  other  maids  who  were  carried 
away.  1  was  the  only  one  who  escaped  to  this  beautiful  America — 
but  1  have  no  sweetheart,  now ;  no  one  to  sing  pretty  songs  to  me. 
Where  love  used  to  nestle  in  my  heart  there  now  is  only  the  pain 
of  memories  amd  the  lonesomeness  that  comes  when  1  think  of  all 
my  people  lost  in  the  Great  Massacres,  and  of  the  big  Sweetheart 
Boy  who  was  taken  from  me,  his  own  Armenian  Maid. 

Sincerely  yours. 


Aurora  Mardiganian, 


KUBY  DICKERSON 
FORT  WORTH,  TEXAS 
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TRY  THIS  ON  YOUR  PIANO 

‘Au  Revoir”  But  Not  “Good  -  Bye” 

The  Most  Beautiful  Ballad  Ever  Written 
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